
The troublcfome ‘Raigne 

Enter Pandulph, young Henry, the Baron, 

daggers m their hands. * 

Prince. O let me fee my father ere he dye* 

O vncle,were you here, and fuffred him 
To be thus poy foned by a damned Monke? 

Ah he is dead, Father, Greet Fatherfpeake. 

'Bafl. His fpeech doth faile, he hafteth to his end 

'Pandulph. Lords giue me leaue to ioy the dvin» r- 
W ith fight of thefe his Noles kneeling heere ° Kln & 

With daggers in their hands who offer vp 
Their liues for ranfomeef their fonle offence. 

Then good my Lord if you forgiue them all 
Lift vp your hand in token you forgiue. 

Sahsb. Wee humbly thanke your royall Maieftfe 
And vow to fight for England and her King: ' 

And in the fight of lohn ourSoueraigne Lord 
In fpight of Lewis and the power ofFrance ’ 

Who hitherward are marching in-all haffe 
We crowne young Henry in his fathers ftead 

f" Hdpe, hedies; Al, father, lookeon met. 

Legat. K / ohn farewell m token of thy faith 
And figne thou diedft the feruanc ©f the Lord ’ 

Lift vp thy hand, that we may witneffe heere, * 

Thou diedft the feruant of our Souiour Chrift. ' 

Now ioy betide thy foule,what noyfeis this ? 

Enter a IfeJJ'tnger. 

^ elp L r r ? S ^ t,ie D °'p [lil1 maketh hitherward, 

W ith Enfignes of defiance in the winde. 

And sll ®ur srnr/ic ftandethat agaze, 

Expefting what their leaders well comm lund. 

Baft. Lets arme our felues in young K Henries right, 
And beate the power of France to Sea againe. 

L egstte 


of Kjng John. 

I «rite, Philip not fb, but I will to the Prince, 

. ^ r ing him face to face to parley with you. 

* Tlaft. Lord Salisbury, your felfe fhall march witlfme, 

I So flull* « r e bring thefe troubles to an end . 

I fa* Sweet V ncle.if thou loue thy Soueraigne, 
t i et not'a ftone of Swinjfead Abbey ftand, 

1 jut pull the houfe about the Friers eares r 
For they haue kill’d nay Father and my King. Exeunt. 

A parley founded t Le wis, Pa nd u 1 p h Salisbury, &c. 

pW. Lew of France, yong Henry Englands King 
j Requires to know the reafon of the claime 
Th.it thou canft make to any thing of his. 

Kino lohn that did offend, is dead and gone, 

See where his breathlefle trunke in prefence lies. 

And he as heire apparent to the crowne 
Is now fnccceded in his fathers roome. 

Henry, Lewis, w hat law of armes doth lead thee thus, 
Tokeepe pofleftion of my lawfull right ? 

Anfwere 5 in fine, 'if thou wilt take a peace, 
Andmakefurrender of my right againe, 

Or trie thy title with the dint of fword : 

I tell thee Dolphin, Henry feares thee not. 

For now the Barons cleaue vntotheirKing, 

,, And what thou haft in England they did get. 

Lewie, Henry of England,now that lohn is dead. 

That was the chiefeft enemy to France, 

Imay the rather be induc’d to peace. 

ButM;^y,and you Barons of the Realme, 

This Grange reuolt agrees not with the oath 
That you on 'Bury Altar lately fwore. 

Sihf. Nor did the oath your Highnefle there did take 
Agree with honour of the Prince ofFrance. 

My Lord, what anfwere make you to the King. 
c Dolph, Faith Philip this I fay : It bootes not him, 
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